THE "SESSIONS OF THE POETS"         83

There Selden, and he sat hard by the chair;
Weniman not far off, which was very fair;
Sands with Townsend, for they keep no order,
Digby and Shillingworth a little further;

And

There was Lucan's translator too, and he
That makes God speak so big in's poetry ;
Selwin and Walter, and Bartlets both the brothers,
Jack Vaughan and Porter, and divers others.

The first that broke silence was good old Ben,

Prepar'd before with Canary wine,

And he told them plainly he deserv'd the bays,

For his were call'd works, where others were but plays,

Tom Carew was next, but he had a fault

That would not well stand with a laureate:

His muse was hard bound, and th' issue of s brain

Was seldom brought forth but with trouble and pain.

Will Davenant, asham'd of a foolish mischief
That he had got lately travelling in France,
Modestly hoped the handsomeness of his muse
Might any deformity about him excuse.

Suckling next was call'd, but did not appear:
But straight one whisper'd Apollo i' th' ear,
That of all men living he cared notfor't,
He loved not the muses so well as his sport.

Wat Montague now stood forth to his trial,
And did not so much as expect a denial;
But witty Apollo asked him first of all
If he understood his own pastoral.

Hales, set by himself, most gravely did smile
To see them about nothing keep such a coil;
Apollo had spied him, but knowing his mind,
Past by, and called Falkland that sat just behind.

Falkland's own couplet from the " Eclogue " on the death
of Ben Jonson gives us the names of,

Digby, Carew, Killigrew and Maine,
Godolphin, Walter, that inspired traine,o make them weary of staying
